CHAPTER X
OTHER SCOTTISH NOVELISTS
SCOTTISH poetry had been flourishing ever since the advent of Scsttist
Burns; and not only the collections of ballads and songs, but also/'f/0' **
the original poems of Hogg, Tannahill, Tennant, and others, of *
course including Scott, had easily found publishers. But a ban rtktweh
seemed to rest upon Scottish prose fiction, especially if it indulged t&fc&en
in the vernacular. Waverley had been twice laid aside, in 1805
and 1810, before Scott took it in hand again in 1813 and published
it the following year. Miss Ferrier had begun her first novel,
Marriage-, about 1808-1809, and it was practically finished by
1810, it was not published, however, till 1818. Gait had long
meditated the work that eventually became the Annals of the
Parish, but did not apply himself to it seriously till 1813; and
then, when it was nearly finished, his friend Constable told him
that Scottish novels would not do, and he threw it aside until his
success with The Ayrshire Legatees made it a feasible proposition.
The only Scottish domestic fiction preceding Waverley was a
didactic story, The Cottagers of Glenbumie (1808), by Mrs
Elizabeth Hamilton, author of that odd book, Memoirs of Modern
Philosophers (iSoo),1 of the mock-Oriental Translation of the
Letters of a Hindoo Rajah (1796), and of the well-known song,
" My ain Fireside." In preaching cleanliness, industry, and
method, to her village readers, she did not mince the grimiest
details. Ignorant, uncouth, insanitary rustic life was depicted,
and the local speech reproduced, with a fidelity more to the
purpose than pages of argument; and this realism, of dialogue
especially,2 became a tradition in the Scottish peasant novel.8
1  See Volume V. 253-254.
2  " Towels ! " cried Mrs MacClarty 5   " na, na, we maunna  pretend to
towels ; we just wipe up the things wi' what comes in the gait" (chap. viL).
3  Mary Brunton (see above, pp. 53-56) was Scottish; but her novels have so
little in them of a distinctively Scottish nature that they need not be considered
here.
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